THE  NEW MACHIAVELLI

Baileys thought I was going on. There were times
when the blindness of the Baileys irritated me in-
tensely. Beneath the ostensible success of those
years between twenty-three and twenty-eight, this
rottenness, known to scarcely any one but myself,
grew and spread. My sense of the probability of a
collapse intensified. I knew indeed now, even as
Willersley had prophesied five years before, that I
was entangling myself in something that might
smother all my uses in the world. Down there
among those incommunicable difficulties, I was puz-
zled and blundering. I was losing my hold upon
things; the chaotic and adventurous element in life
was spreading upward and getting the better of me,
over-mastering me and all my will to rule and make.
.... And the strength, the drugging urgency of the
passion! . . .

Margaret shone at times in my imagination like a
radiant angel in a world of mire and disorder, in a
world of cravings hot and dull red like scars in-
flamed. . . .

I suppose it was because I had so great a need of
such help as her whiteness proffered, that I could
ascribe impossible perfections to her, a power of in-
tellect, a moral power and patience to which she, poor
fellow mortal, had indeed no claim. If only a few of
us were angels and freed from the tangle of effort, how
easy life might be! I wanted her so badly, so very
badly, to be what I needed. I wanted a woman to
save me. I forced myself to see her as I wished to see
her. Her tepidities became infinite delicacies, her
mental vagueness an atmospheric realism. The harsh
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